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Lift  up  thine  eyes  to  seek  the  invisible, 
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John  Galsworthy,  born  in  1867,  is  eminently  an 
author  of  the  twentieth  century.  His  contributions 
to  Hterature  have  been  wide  in  scope,  and  yet  he  has 
maintained  throughout  a  high  level  in  thought  and 
much  freedom  from  eccentricity.  He  has  written 
nine  plays  of  distinguished  quality ;  his  novels 
betray  a  very  real  understanding  of  men  and  things ; 
and  from  these  one  turns  to  his  essays  and  poems  to 
find  them  full  of  individuality  and  quiet  charm.  The 
spirit  of  his  work  can  be  best  understood  from  his 
own  words.  "  It  is  not  cant  to  say  that  the  only 
things  vital  in  drama,  as  in  every  art,  are  achieved 
when  the  maker  has  fixed  his  soul  on  the  making  of  a 
thing  that  shall  seem  fine  to  himself.  It  is  the  only 
standard  ;  all  the  others — success,  money,  even  the 
pleasure  and  benefit  of  other  people — lead  to  con- 
fusion in  the  artist's  spirit,  and  to  the  making  of  dust 
castles.  To  please  your  best  self  is  the  only  way  of 
being  sincere." 

E.  E.  M. 


The  compiler  wishes  to  thank  Messrs. 
Duckworth  and  Messrs.  Heinemann 
and  the  Animals'  Friend  Society  for 
permission  to  print  extracts  from  the 
plays,  books  and  pamphlets  published 
by  them. 


SOME  SLINGS  AND  ARROWS 
FROM  JOHN  GALSWORTHY 

"  The  world  is  not  ruled  by  power  and  the  fear 
which  power  produces  ;  it's  ruled  by  love." 

The  Patrician. 

O  Lord  of  Courage  grave, 

O  Master  of  this  night  of  Spring  ! 

Make  firm  in  me  a  heart  too  brave 
To  ask  Thee  anything  ! 

The  Prayer  ("  Moods ^  Songs 
and  Doggerels"). 

A  man  may  have  many  moods,  he  has  but  one 
spirit;  and  this  spirit  he  communicates  in  some 
subtle,  unconscious  way  to  all  his  work.  It  waxes 
and  wanes  with  the  currents  of  his  vitality,  but  no 
more  alters  than  a  chestnut  changes  into  an  oak. 

The  Inn  of  Tranquillity. 


SOME   SLINGS   AND   ARROWS 

*'  If  people  haven't  pasts,  they  won't  have  futures." 

The  Patrician. 

"  By  Jove,  I  sometimes  think  we  humans  are  a 
rubbishy  lot — each  of  us  talking  and  thinking  of 
nothing  but  our  own  potty  little  affairs;  and  when 
you  see  a  great  thing  like  that  up  there  "—(he  looks 
at  the  moon),  Joy. 

My  soul's  the  Spring — my  loving  soul ! 
Will  dance,  and  leap,  and  drain  the  bowl 
Of  love ;  and,  longing,  twine  and  cling 
To  all  the  world — my  soul's  the  Spring  ! 

The  Soul  {''Moods,  So7igs 
and  Doggerels  "). 

We  are  continually  begging  to  be  allowed  to  know 
for  certain ;  though,  if  our  prayer  were  granted,  and 
mystery  no  longer  hovered,  made  blue  the  hills,  and 
turned  day  into  night,  we  should,  as  surely,  wail  at 
once  to  be  delivered  of  that  ghastliness  of  knowing 
things  for  certain  ! 

The  Inn  of  Tranqtdllity. 

"  For  people  brought  up  as  we  are,  to  have  diiferent 
manners  is  worse  than  to  have  different  souls," 

The  Eldest  Son. 


FROM   JOHN    GALSWORTHY 

"  Look  at  all  this  class  of  comfortable  people. 
They  don't  see  things  the  same  as  I  do,  and  I  don't 
know  why  they  should." 

A  Commentary. 

Trouble  shakes  yu,  hold  on  vaster, 
Never  spell  the  word  dizaster. 
Take  yure  rain  an'  take  yure  sunnin', 
Kape  yure  mouth  shut  when  yu're  runnin' ; 
Talk's  but  talk,  an'  done  'tes  done, 
Braggart's  not  yure  mother's  son. 

The  Devon  Sage  ("  Moods,  Songs 
and  Doggerels  "). 

A  young  girl's  mind  is  like  a  wood  in  spring — now 
a  rising  mist  of  bluebells  and  flakes  of  dappled  sun- 
light; now  a  world  of  still,  wan,  tender  saplings, 
weeping  they  know  not  why.  Through  the  curling 
twigs  of  boughs  just  green,  its  wings  fly  towards  the 
stars ;  but  the  next  moment  they  have  drooped  to 
mope  beneath  the  damp  bushes.  It  is  ever  yearning 
for  and  trembling  at  the  future ;  in  its  secret  places 
all  the  countless  shapes  of  things  that  are  to  be  are 
taking  stealthy  counsel  of  how  to  grow  up  without 
letting  their  gown  of  mystery  fall. 

Fraternity. 
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God  save  the  pennon,  ragged  to  the  dawn, 

That  signs  to  moon  to  stand,  and  sun  to  fly ; 

And  flutters  when  the  weak  is  overborne 

To  stem  the  tide  of  fate  and  certainty. 

That  knows  not  reason,  and  that  seeks  no  fame — 

But  has  engraved  around  its  stubborn  wood 

The  words  :  "  Knight-Errant,  till  eternity  !  " 

Errantry  ("  Moods,  Songs,  and  Doggerels  "). 

"  Parsons'  daughters  often  grow  up  queer — get  too 
much  morality  and  rice  puddin'." 

The  Fugitive. 

"  The  Ufe  of  a  man  is  for  all  loves  in  turn.  'Tis  a 
little  raft  moored,  then  sailing  out  into  the  blue ;  a 
tune  caught  in  a  hush,  then  whispering  on ;  a  new- 
born babe,  half  courage  and  half  sleep." 

The  Little  Dream. 

It  was  so  golden-sweet  here  amongst  the  million 
tiny  saffron  cups  frosted  with  lingering  dew-shine; 
there  was  such  flying  glory  in  the  limes  and  ash-trees ; 
so  delicate  a  scent  from  the  late  whins  and  may- 
flower  ;  and  on  every  tree  a  grey  bird  calling — to  be 
sorry  was  not  possible  ! 

The  Patrician. 
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FROM  JOHN   GALSWORTHY 

Ef  yu're  beaten  never  know  et, 
'Tesn'  policy  to  show  et. 
Wheel  spins  roun',  yure  turn's  a-comin', 
Kape  yure  'ead  up,  kape  on  hummin' ! 

The  Devon  Sage  ("  Moods,  Songs 
and  Doggerels  "). 

The  heart  is  like  the  face  of  an  Eastern  woman  — 
warm  and  glowing,  behind  swathe  on  swathe  of 
fabric.  At  each  fresh  touch  from  the  fingers  of  Life, 
some  new  corner,  some  hidden  curve  or  angle,  comes 
into  view,  to  be  seen  last  of  all — perhaps  never  to  be 
seen — by  the  one  who  owns  them.  Fraternity. 

Once  let  things  get  away  from  their  names,  they 
cease  to  be  facts,  and  if  they  cease  to  be  facts,  they 
become — the  devil !  The  Patrician. 

We're  all  the  same;  we're  all  as  hollow  as  that 
tree.     When  it's  ourselves  it's  always  a  special  case  I 

Joy- 

Birthdays,  like  Christmas  days,  are  made  for  disen- 
chantment. Always  the  faked  gaiety  of  gaiety  arranged 
— always  that  pistol  to  the  head  :  "  Confound  you  ! 
enjoy  yourself !  "  The  Dark  Flower. 
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Pride  is  a  simple  quality  when  joined  with  a  simple 
view  of  life,  based  on  the  plain  philosophy  of  property ; 
pride  is  no  simple  quality  when  the  hundred  paralysing 
doubts  and  aspirations  of  a  social  conscience  also  hedge 
it  round.  Fraternity. 

So  many  refined  voices  which  have  turned  their 
backs  on  speculation  are  triple-toned — mocking  at 
ideas,  mocking  at  themselves  for  mocking  at  ideas, 
yet  showing  plainly  that  at  bottom  they  only  mock  at 
themselves  for  mocking  at  ideas,  because  it  would  be, 
as  it  were,  crude  not  to  do  so. 

The  Patrician. 

What  a  maze  is  a  man's  heart,  wherein  he  must  lose 
himself  every  minute  !  What  involved  and  intricate 
turnings  and  turnings  on  itself;  what  fugitive  replace- 
ment of  emotion  by  emotion !  What  strife  between 
pities  and  passions ;  what  longings  for  peace  ! 

The  Dark  Flower. 

"A  certain  modicum  of  decency  and  comfort  is 
obviously  necessary  to  man  before  we  can  begin  to  do 
anything  but  pity  him ;  but  that  doesn't  make  it  any 
easier  to  know  how  you're  going  to  insure  him  that 
modicum  of  decency  and  comfort." 

Fraternity. 
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FROM   JOHN   GALSWORTHY 

"  Life's  not  a  set  of  rules  hung  up  in  an  office." 

The  Patrician. 

"  Can't  we  have  done  with  this  old-fashioned  tug-of- 
war  business?  Why  don't  you  recognise  once  for  all 
that  these  people  are  men  like  yourselves,  and  want 
what's  good  for  them  just  as  you  want  what's  good  for 
you  ?  " 

Strife. 

"  Did  you  ever  know  anybody  stand  on  their  rights 
except  out  of  wounded  pride,  or  for  the  sake  of  their 
own  comfort  ?  let  them  call  their  reasons  what  they 
like.     You  know  as  well  as  I  do  that  it's  cant." 

The  Island  Pharisees. 

"  In  love  there  are  no  little  bits — no  standing  still." 

The  Dark  Flower. 

"  Have  you  ever  noticed  two  men  discussing  a 
picture,  a  book,  a  person,  which  one  loves  and  the 
other  hates  ?  What  happens  ?  Indifference  or  mutual 
contempt — nothing  more  But  let  them  chance  on  that 
which  each  loves  ;  then  you  may  cry  '  havoc '  I " 

A  Motley. 
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Tell  Charity  she's  mean, 

Whose  light  is  never  hid; 
And  Mercy  she's  unseen 

When  such  as  women  bid. 
Our  Virtue's  name  is  treason, 

A  bond  of  empty  sealing  ; 
Tell  Hearts  they  live  by  reason. 

And  Heads  they  faint  with  feeling. 

To  the  Spirit  of  our  Titnes  {^^  Moods, 
Songs  and  Doggerels  "). 

It  is  useless  to  expect  idealists  where  the  air  is  soft 
and  things  good  to  look  on,  for  the  idealist  grows 
where  he  must  create  beauty  or  comfort  for  himself. 

Villa  Rtihein. 

"  Passion  comes  when  it  will,  goes  when  it  will ;  and 
we  poor  devils  have  no  say  in  it." 

The  Dark  Flower. 

Like  flies  caught  among  the  impalpable  and  smoky 
threads  of  cobwebs,  so  men  struggle  in  the  webs  of 
their  own  natures,  giving  here  a  start,  there  a  pitiful 
small  jerking,  long  sustained,  and  failing  into  stillness. 
Enmeshed  they  were  born,  enmeshed  they  die,  fighting 
according  to  their  strength  to  the  end ;  to  fight  in  the 


FROM   JOHN   GALSWORTHY 

hope  of  freedom,  their  joy ;  to  die,  not  knowing  they 
are  beaten,  their  reward.  Fraternity. 

Only  those  who  conform  to  authority  have  the  right 
to  wield  authority.  A  man  is  a  churl  who  enforces 
laws,  when  he  himself  has  not  the  strength  to  observe 
them.  The  Patrician. 

Ideas  were  "  six-a-penny,"  he  would  say.  And  the 
fact  that  facts  without  ideas  were  "  six-a-ha'penny " 
was  perhaps  the  only  fact  that  he  did  not  appreciate. 

A  Commentary. 

Is  Freedom  but  a  word — a  flaring  boast  ? 

Is  self-concern  horizon's  utter  sum  ? 
If  so — ^To-day  let  England  die,  and  ghost 

Through  all  her  godless  history  to  come  ! 
If,  Sirs,  the  faith  of  men  be  Force  alone, 
Let  us  ring  down — the  farce  is  nothing  worth  ! 

Persia-Moritura  i^'' Moods ^  Songs 
and  Doggerels  "). 

In  Nature,  in  Religion,  in  Art,  in  Life,  the  common 
cry  is  :  "  Tell  me  precisely  where  I  am,  what  doing, 
and  where  going  !  Let  me  be  free  of  this  fearful 
untidiness  of  not  knowing  all  about  it ! " 

The  Inn  of  Tranquillity. 
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"  A  man's  past — his  traditions — he  can't  get  rid  of 
them.     They're — they're  himself." 

The  Eldest  Son. 

Courage  is  but  a  word,  and  yet,  of  words. 
The  only  sentinel  of  permanence ; 
The  ruddy  watch-fire  of  cold  winter  days. 
We  steal  its  comfort,  lift  our  weary  swords, 
And  on.     For  Faith — without  it — has  no  sense; 
And  love  to  wind  of  doubt  and  tremor  sways; 
And  life  for  ever  quaking  marsh  must  tread. 

Courage  ("  Moods,  Songs 
and  Doggerels  "). 

Truth  admits  but  the  one  rule  :  No  deficiency,  and 
no  excess  !  Disobedient  to  that  rule — nothing  attains 
full  vitality. 

The  Inn  of  Tranquillity. 

"  People  are  never  good  or  bad,  merely  comic,  or 
pathetic," 

The  Man  of  Property. 

"  To  live  is  to  love,  to  love  is  to  live — seeking 
for  wonder." 

The  Little  Dream. 
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"  They'd  have  me  think  that  men's  improvin'  too  ; 
richer  they  may  be,  but  what's  the  use  o'  riches  if  your 
wants  are  bigger  than  your  purse  ?  A  man's  riches  are 
the  things  he  does  without  and  never  misses." 

A  Commentary. 

"  All  the  world  is  Christian,  but  Christian  and  good 
Samaritan  are  not  quite  the  same." 

T/ie  Island  Pharisees. 

When  Love  is  young,  she  needs  no  staff, 
No  teaching  how  to  lure  and  laugh ; 
When  Love  is  young,  she  swoons  away — 
So  fiery  sweet  is  Love  in  May  ! 

When  Love  is  Young  {^^  Moods,  Songs 
and  Doggerels  "). 

The  world's  a  fine  place  for  those  who  go  out  to 
take  it ;  there's  lots  of  unknown  stuff  in  it  yet. 

Villa  Rnbein. 

"  To  love  is  to  peer  over  the  edge,  and,  spying  the 
little  grey  flower,  to  climb  down  !  It  has  wings ;  it 
has  flown — again  you  must  climb ;  it  shivers,  'tis  but 
air  in  your  hand — you  must  crawl,  you  must  cling,  you 
must  leap,  and  still  it  is  there  and  not  there — for  the 
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grey  flower  flits  like  a  moth,  and  the  wind  of  its  wings 
is  all  you  shall  catch.  But  your  eyes  shall  be  shining, 
your  cheeks  shall  be  burning,  your  breast  shall  be 
panting.  And  when  the  night  comes,  there  it  is  still, 
thistledown  blown  on  the  dark,  and  your  white  hands 
will  reach  for  it,  and  your  honey  breath  waft  it,  and 
never,  never  shall  you  grasp  that  wanton  thing — but 
life  shall  be  lovely." 

The  Little  Dream. 

The  conventions,  having  been  invented  to  prevent 
man  following  his  natural  desires,  are  merely  the  dis- 
approving sums  of  innumerable  individual  approvals. 

The  Island  Pharisees. 

Life  ?     What  is  Life  ? 

The  leaping  up  of  level  wave ; 
The  flaring  of  an  ashy  fire  ; 

The  living  wind  in  airless  grave  ! 

Life  ?  ("  Moods,  Songs  and 
Doggerels  "). 

All  are  in  bond  to  their  own  natures,  and  what  a 
man  has  most  desired  shall  in  the  end  enslave 
him. 

The  Patrician. 
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"  Does  a  man  ever  mean  to  be  cruel  ?  He  merely 
makes  or  keeps  his  living  ;  but  to  make  or  keep  his 
living  he  will  do  anything  that  does  not  absolutely 
prick  to  his  heart  through  the  skin  of  his  indolence  or 
his  obtuseness." 

For  Love  of  Beasts. 


If  a  man  judges  people  singly,  almost  all  are  better 
than  himself;  only  when  judged  in  bulk  are  they 
worthy  of  sweeping  criticisms. 

The  Island  Pharisees. 


Gather  the  tears,  gather  the  mirth  ! 

Neither  will  last,  neither  will  last  ! 
Old  Year's  death  is  Young  Year's  birth — 
Life  travels  fast ! 

Rhyme  after  Rain  {"Moods,  Songs 
and  Doggerels  "). 


"  For  women  as  for  men,  there's  more  than  one 
kind  of  dishonour  .  .  .  and  worse  things  than  being 
dead." 

The  Fugitive. 
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"  That  word  '  smart '  is  the  guardian  angel  of  all 
fashions,  and  fashions  are  the  guardian  angels  of 
vulgarity." 

For  Love  of  Beasts. 


"  A   woman    and   a  girl — there's    the   tree  of   life 
between  them." 

Joy. 

Harmony  ! 

Its  eyes  unseen,  its  ways  unknown. 

'Tis  utter  justice  ;  boundless  sea 

Of  Unity  ;  and  secret  Throne 

Of  love ;  a  spirit  Meeting  Place 

Of  vital  dust  and  mortal  breath. 
That  needs  no  point  of  time  or  space 
To  bind  together  Life  and  Death  ! 

A  Dream  ("  Moods,  Songs 
and  Doggerels  "). 


Only  out  of  stir  and  change  is  born  new  salvation. 
To  deny  that  is  to  deny  belief  in  man,  to  turn  our 
backs  on  courage  ! 

The  Inn  of  Tranquillity. 
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"  What  is  a  bounder  ?  Just  a  man  without  sufificient 
sense  of  proportion  to  know  that  he  is  not  so  im- 
portant in  the  scheme  of  things  as  he  thinks 
he  is  ! " 

For  Love  of  Beasts. 


"  Gardening  makes  one  reaUse  that  men  are  hke 
plants,  creatures  of  heredity  and  environment ;  their 
growth  is  slow.  You  can't  get  grapes  from  thorns, 
or  figs  from  thistles — at  least  not  in  one  generation — 
however  busy  and  hungry  you  may  be  ! " 

The  Coiiniry  House. 


"  If  ye've  got  things  valuable  hidden  up,  ye're 
bound  to  hang  around  them,  ye  feel  so  lonely." 

A  Motley. 

To  every  man  of  great  age  the  idea  of  suicide  has 
once  at  least  been  present  in  the  ante-room  of  his 
soul ;  on  the  threshold  waiting  to  enter,  held  out  from 
the  inmost  chamber  by  some  chance  reality,  some 
vague  fear,  some  painful  hope. 

The  Alan  of  Property. 
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"  People  as  a  rule  do  not  love  proportion  ;  they 
love  the  grotesque.  You  have  only  to  look  at  their 
faces,  which  are  very  good  indications  of  their 
souls." 

For  Love  of  Beasts. 

A  man's  love-life  !  What  say  has  he  in  the  ebb  and 
flow  of  it?  No  more  than  in  the  flights  of  autumn 
birds,  swooping  down,  ahghting  here  and  there, 
passing  on. 

The  Dark  Flower. 

"  There  is  one  virtue  in  dogs  which  human  beings 
lack — they  are  incapable  of  mockery." 

Fraternity. 

"  When  a  thing  exists  which  you  really  abhor, 
consider  a  little  whether,  in  letting  it  strictly  alone, 
you  are  minding  your  own  business  on  principle  or 
because  it  is  so  jolly  comfortable  to  do  so." 

For  Love  of  Beasts. 

"  They  who  have  money  run  too  great  a  risk  of 
parting  with  it  if  they  don't  accuse  the  penniless  of 
being  rogues  and  imbeciles." 

The  Lsland  Pharisees. 
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Love  flies  by,  and  drops  a  rose — 

Drops  a  rose,  a  sprig  of  yew  ! 
Happy  these — but,  ah  !  for  those 
Whose  love  has  cried  :  Adieu  ! 

Rose  and  Yew  ("  Moods,  Songs 
and  Doggerels  "). 

"  Men  of  the  world — whose  philosophy  is  a  creature 
of  circumstance  and  accepted  things — find  any  devia- 
tion from  the  path  of  their  convictions  dangerous, 
shocking,  and  an  intolerable  bore." 

Villa  Rnbein. 

How  like  to  a  fire  was  a  man's  heart ;  the  first 
young  fitful  leapings,  the  sudden  fierce,  mastering 
heat ;  the  long,  steady,  sober  burning,  and  then — that 
last  flaming-up,  that  clutch  back  at  its  own  vanished 
youth,  the  final  eager  flight  of  flame,  before  the  ashes 
wintered  it  to  nothing. 

The  Dark  Flower. 

Where  do  we  go,  brothers,  when  we  are  done — 

Where  drift,  free  of  dull  clay  ? 
Hover — dancing  beams  of  the  sun. 

Sheen  of  moon  on  the  night  woods  fey  ? 

Question  (^^  Moods,  Songs 

and  Doggerels  "). 
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Better  to  have  loved  and  lost  than  never  to  have 
loved  at  all ;  better  to  reach  out  and  grasp  the  fullest 
expression  of  the  individual  and  the  national  soul, 
than  to  keep  for  ever  under  the  shelter  of  the  wall. 

The  Inn  of  Tranquillity. 

"  I  used  to  belong  to  a  society  for  helping  reduced 
gentlewomen  to  get  work.  I  know  now  what  they 
want ;  enough  money  not  to  work — that's  all !  Don't 
think  me  worse  than  I  am — please  !  It's  working 
under  people  ;  it's  having  to  do  it,  being  driven.  I 
have  tried.  I've  not  been  altogether  a  coward, 
really  !  But  every  morning  getting  there  the  same 
time ;  every  day  the  same  stale  '  dinner,'  as  they  call 
it ;  every  evening  the  same  '  Good  evening,  Miss 
Clare,'  '  Good  evening.  Miss  Simpson,'  '  Good 
evening.  Miss  Hart,'  '  Good  evening.  Miss  Clare.' 
And  the  same  walk  home,  or  the  same  bus;  and  the 
same  men  that  you  mustn't  look  at,  for  fear  they'll 
follow  you.  Oh  !  and  the  feeling — always,  always — ■ 
that  there's  no  sun,  or  life,  or  hope,  or  anything." 

The  Fugitive, 

"  It's  humbug  to  talk  of  doing  things  for  the  sake  of 
Society ;  it's  nothing  but  the  instinct  to  keep  our  own 
heads  above  the  water." 

The  Island  Pharisees. 
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No  bird  are  you,  but  fairy  sprite, 

Who's  donned  a  red-lined  coat  of  dust. 
You  come  to  turn  dark  thoughts  to  hght — 
For  what  are  you  but  living  trust  ? 

The  Robin  {''Moods,  Songs 
and  Doggerels  "). 

"  The  great  thing  is  to  be  jolly.  If  you  can't  find 
anything  to  make  you  laugh,  pretend  you  do ;  it's  so 
much  smarter  to  be  amusin' !  " 

T/ie  Island  Pharisees. 

...  He  is  base 
Who  hides  in  grey  hypocrisy, 
And  glib  pretends,  to  save  his  face, 
And  says,  "  I  see,"  who  does  not  see. 

A  Dream  ("  Moods,  Songs 
and  Doggerels  "). 

"A  man  left  to  himself  is  on  the  upward  lay  .  .  . 
a  man  knows  unconsciously  what  he  can  and  what  he 
can't  do  without  losing  his  self-respect.  He  sucks  that 
knowledge  in  with  every  breath." 

The  Patrician. 

"  There's  suffering  enough  without  adding  to  it  with 
our  trumpery  judgments." 

Toy. 
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"  There's  nothing  wrong  with  our  humanity  ;  it's 
our  imagination." 

Strife. 

I  saw  my  love  with  tender  eyes, 
And  unbound  hair,  and  girdle  free ; 
I  watched  her  darken  with  surprise, 
And  cry  :  "  Dost  thou  abandon  me  ?  " 
And  what  could  I  but  answer  then  : 
"  My  flower,  my  pearl,  my  summer  sky. 
When  God  requires  their  faith  of  men. 
What  can  they  do,  save  speak  and  die  ?  " 

A  Drea7n  {"  Aloods,  Songs 
and  Doggerels  "). 

"  Laws  and  authority  are  not  the  be-all  and  end-all, 
they  are  conveniences,  machinery,  conduit  pipes, 
main  roads.  They're  not  of  the  structure  of  the 
building — they're  only  scaffolding," 

T/ie  Patrician. 

"  But  I  have  noticed  one  thing :  it  don't  matter  how 
low  people  get,  they're  always  proud  of  something,  even 
if  it's  only  of  their  troubles." 

A  Commentary. 
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Those  who  scout  belief  in  the  principle  of  Liberty 
make  no  greater  mistake  than  to  suppose  that  Liberty 
is  dangerous  because  it  makes  a  man  a  libertine. 

The  Dark  Flower. 

"  Ah,  your  precious  delicacy  !  What's  the  good  of 
that  ?  What  did  it  ever  do  ?  It's  the  curse  that 
you're  all  suffering  from.  Why  don't  you  act  ?  You 
could  think  about  it  a,fterwards." 

Fraternity. 

"  Public  sentiment  is  always  in  advance  of  the 
Law."  The  Patrician. 

There's  many  a  drop  of  tender  rain 
As  we  go  jogging,  jogging  on. 
And  many  a  while  that's  fine  again. 
There's  many  a  dip  and  many  a  rise, 
And  many  a  smile  of  friendly  eyes. 
There's  many  a  scent  and  many  a  tune, 
And  over  all  the  little  moon 
As  we  go  jogging  on. 

Land  Song  of  the  West  Cojmtry  {^^ Moods, 
Songs,  and  Doggerels  "). 

To  deceive  undoubtedly  requires  a  course  of 
training.  The  Dark  Flower. 
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Whether  or  no— as  philosophers  say — little  things 
are  all  big  with  the  past,  of  whose  chain  they  are  the 
latest  links,  they  frequently  produce  what  apparently 
are  great  results. 

Fraternity. 

"  At  bottom,  mankind  is  splendid.  And  they're 
raised  by  the  aspiration  that's  in  all  of  them." 

The  Patrician. 

"  O  Lord  God,  that  took  the  dog  from  me  and  gave 
me  this  here  rheumatics,  help  me  to  keep  a  stiff  and 
contrite  heart.  I  am  an  old  man,  O  Lord  God,  and 
I  am  not  one  to  go  into  ihd^.  place.  So  God  give  me 
a  stiff  heart,  and  I  will  remember  you  in  my  prayers, 
for  that's  about  all  I  can  do  now,  O  God." 

A  Motley. 

"  From  every  well-born  soul  humanity  is  owing." 

The  Island  Pharisees. 

The  true  lover  of  the  human  race  is  surely  he  who 
can  put  up  with  the  world  in  all  its  forms,  in  vice  as 
well  as  in  virtue,  in  defeat  no  less  than  in  victory. 

The  Inn  of  TranqjiilHty. 
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"  If  you  can  get  the  God  of  Capital  to  walk  through 
the  streets  of  Labour,  and  pay  attention  to  what  he 
sees  .  .  ." 

Strife. 

"  To  fight  to  a  finish,  knowing  you  must  be  beaten. 
Is  anything  better  worth  it  ?  " 

The  Mob. 

"  I  keep  dogs  .  .  .  and  I  say  this  :  I  wouldn't  shut 
up  one  of  them  all  by  himself  month  after  month,  not 
if  he  bit  me  all  over." 

Justice, 

Passion  never  plays  the  game.  It,  at  all  events, 
is  free  from  self-consciousness  and  pride;  from 
dignity,  nerves,  scruples,  cant,  moralities  j  from 
hypocrisies  and  wisdom,  and  fears  for  pocket,  and 
position  in  this  world  and  .the  next.  Well  did  the  old 
painters  limn  it  as  an  arrow  or  a  wind  !  If  it  had 
not  been  as  swift  and  darting,  earth  must  long  ago 
have  drifted  through  space  untenanted — to  let. 

The  Dark  Flower. 

"  The  discoveries  and  inventions  of  the  last  century 
have  knocked  the  floor  out  of  the  old  order ;  we've 
got  to  put  a  new  one  in,  and  we're  going  to  put  it  in, 
too — the  floor  of  health."  Fraternity. 
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"  You  deny  the  right  of  the  individual  to  judge, 
because  you've  no  faith  in  the  essential  goodness  of 
men ;  at  heart  you  believe  them  bad.  You  give  them 
no  freedom,  you  allow  them  no  consent,  because  you 
believe  that  their  decisions  would  move  downwards, 
and  not  upwards.  Well,  it's  the  whole  difference 
between  the  aristocratic  and  the  democratic  view 
of  life." 

The  Patrician. 

"  Those  who  by  temperament  and  circumstance  are 
worst  fitted  to  pronounce  judgment  are  usually  the 
first  to  judge." 

The  Is/and  Pharisees. 

"  There's  no  morality  in  the  face  oi  destitution — it 
needs  a  man  of  iron,  and  these  are  men  of  straw. 
But  one  thing  I  will  say  of  the  low  English — they  are 
not  bloodthirsty." 

A  Motley. 

The  optimist  appears  to  be  he  who  cannot  bear  the 
world  as  it  is,  and  is  forced  by  his  nature  to  picture 
it  as  it  ought  to  be,  and  the  pessimist  one  who  cannot 
only  bear  the  world  as  it  is,  but  loves  it  well  enough 
Jto  draw  it  faithfully. 

The  Inn  of  Trangtiillity. 
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A  ragged  statue  to  the  great  unconscious  human 
virtue,  the  most  hopeful  and  inspiring  thing  on  earth  : 
Courage  without  Hope  ! 

A  Commentary. 


Love  !  A  strange  haphazard  thing  is  love — so 
spun  between  ecstasy  and  torture  !  A  thing  insidious, 
irresponsible,  desperate.  A  flying  sweetness,  more 
poignant  than  anything  on  earth,  more  dark  in  origin 
and  destiny.     A  thing  without  reason  or  coherence. 

The  Dark  Flotuer. 


It  is  written  of  the  very  old  that  they  shall  pass,  by 
virtue  of  their  long  travel,  out  of  the  country  of  the 
understanding  of  the  young,  till  the  natural  affections 
are  blurred  by  creeping  mists  such  as  steal  across  the 
moors  when  the  sun  is  going  down. 

Frafertiity. 


"  In  old  days  we  went  to  the  Tower  for  our 
convictions.  We  can  stand  a  little  private  roasting, 
I  hope  ;  or  has  the  sand  run  out  of  us  altogether  ?  " 

The  Patrician. 
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The  Institutions  of  this  country,  hke  the  Institutions 
of  all  other  countries,  are  but  half-truths  ;  they  are 
the  working,  daily  clothing  of  the  nation  ;  no  more 
the  body's  permanent  dress  than  is  a  baby's  frock. 
Slowly  but  surely  they  wear  out,  or  are  outgrown ;  and 
in  their  fashion  they  are  always  thirty  years  at  least 
behind  the  fashions  of  those  spirits  who  are  concerned 
with  what  shall  take  their  place. 

Intro,  to  "  The  Island  Pharisees." 


"  Single  man  is  not  an  angel,  collective  man  is  a 
bit  of  a  brute." 


A  Motley. 


Every  grouping  of  life  and  character  has  its  inherent 
moral. 


The  Inn  of  Traftquillity. 


People  who  Hve  lonely  lives  have  the  feeling 
which  renews  itself  every  morning,  that  they  are  not 
lonely,  until,  the  day  wearing  on,  assures  them  of 
the  fact. 

The  Patrician. 
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Through  all  the  black  wide  night  of  stars  our  souls 

shall  touch 
The  sky,  in  God's  own  quietude  of  things, 
And  gain  brief  freedom  from  the  clutch 
Of  life's  encompassings. 

Autumn  by  the  Sea  ("  Moods,  Songs 
aftd  Doggerels  "). 

Art  is  the  great  and  universal  refreshment.  For 
Art  is  never  dogmatic ;  holds  no  brief  for  itself — you 
may  take  it  or  you  may  leave  it.  It  does  not  force 
itself  rudely  where  it  is  not  wanted.  It  is  reverent  to 
all  tempers,  to  all  points  of  view.  But  it  is  wilful — 
the  very  wind  in  the  comings  and  goings  of  its 
influence,  an  uncapturable  fugitive,  visiting  our  hearts 
at  vagrant  sweet  moments. 

T//e  Inn  of  Tranquillity. 

"  Assume  that  every  man  is  a  gentleman,  and  every 
woman  a  lady. — Saves  no  end  of  self-contempt." 

The  Pigeon. 


Many  sons  have  found  no  hardship  in  accepting  all 
that  their  mothers  do  for  them  as  a  matter  of  right,  no 
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difificulty  in  assuming  their  devotion  a  matter  of  course, 
no  trouble  in  leaving  their  own  affections  to  be  under- 
stoo  J ;  but  most  sons  have  found  great  difficulty  in 
permitting  their  mothers  to  diverge  one  inch  from  the 
conventional,  to  swerve  one  hair's  breadth  from  the 
standard  of  propriety  appropriate  to  mothers  of  men 
of  their  importance. 

The  Country  House. 

"  To  a  man  in  extreme  poverty  a  single  vice  is 
indispensable." 

A  Motley. 

Is  not  hypocrisy  just  a  product  of  tenacity,  which 
is  again  the  lower  part  of  courage  ?  Is  not  hypocrisy 
but  an  active  sense  of  property  in  one's  good  name, 
the  clutching  close  of  respectability  at  any  price,  the 
feeling  that  one  must  not  part,  even  at  the  cost  of 
truth,  with  what  he  has  sweated  so  to  gain  ? 

The  Inn  of  Trafiqnillity . 

To  a  woman  the  preciousness  of  her  reputation  is  a 
fiction  invented  by  men  entirely  for  man's  benefit ;  a 
second-hand  fetish  insidiously,  inevitably  set-up  by 
man  for  worship,  in  novels,  plays  and  law-courts. 

The  Patrician. 
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And  while  I  sat,  and  while  I  dreamed,  beside  that 

summer  sea, 
There  came  the  fairest  thought  of  all  that  ever  came 

to  me : 
The  tiny  lives  of  tiny  men,  no  more  they  seemed  to 

m.ean 
Than  one  of  those  sweet  seeds  of  light  sown  on  that 

water  green ; 
No   more   they  seemed,  no   less   they  seemed,  than 

shimmerings  of  sky  — 
The  little  sunny  smiles  of  God  that  glisten  forth  and 

die. 

The  Seeds  of  Light  ("  Moods,  Songs 
atid  Doggerels  "). 

Life  seen  throughout  as  a  countless  show  of  the 
finest  works  of  Art ;  Life  shaped,  and  purged  of  the 
irrelevant,  the  gross  and  the  extravagant ;  Life,  as  it 
were,  spiritually  selected— that  is  Truth. 

The  Inn  of  Tranquillity. 

"  Those  Sirs,  with  their  theories,  they  can  clean  our 

skins  and  chain  our  'abits — that  soothes  for  them  the 

aesthetic  sense;   it  gives  them  too   their   good   little 

importance.     But  our  spirits  they  cannot   touch,  for 
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they  nevare  understand.     Without  that,  Monsieur,  all 
is  dry  as  a  parched  skin  of  orange." 

The  Pigeon. 

Death  ?     What  is  death  ? 
The  dying  of  immortal  sun  ; 
The  sleeping  of  the  sleepless  moon ; 
The  end  of  story  not  begun  ! 

Life  ?  ("  Moods,  Songs  and  Doggerels  "). 

Vision  over  life  and  human  life  can  be  as  keen 
and  just,  the  revelation  as  true,  inspiring,  delight- 
giving,  and  thought-provoking,  whatever  fashion  be 
employed — it  is  simply  a  question  of  doing  it  well 
enough  to  uncover  the  kernel  of  the  nut. 

The  Inn  of  Tranqtiillity . 

"  The  earnestness  of  this  rising  generation  is  most 
remarkable.  I  don't  remember  taking  such  a  serious 
view  of  life  in  my  youth." 

The  Patrician. 

But  that  little  flying  dancer  had  in  her  the  quality 
that  lies  in  deep  colour,  in  music,  in  the  wind,  and  the 
sun,  and  in  certain  great  works  of  Art — the  power  to 
set  the  heart  free  from  every  barrier,  and  flood  it  with 
delight. 

A  Motley. 
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"  A  country  that  can't  keep  its  children  fed  ain't  fit 
to  have  them — that's  what  I  think ;  'tisn't  fair  to  them 
little  things." 

A  Commentary. 

O  love  ! — that  love  which  comes  so  stealthily — 
And  takes  us  up,  and  twists  us  as  it  will — 
What  fever'd  hours  of  agony  you  bring  ! 
How  oft  we  wake  and  cry  :  '"  God  set  me  free 
Of  love — to  never  love  again  !  "     And  still 
We  fall,  and  clutch  you  by  the  knees,  and  cling 
And  press  our  lips — and  so,  once  more  are  glad. 

Love  ("  Moods,  Songs  and  Doggerels  "). 

"  This  great  damned  world,  and — you  !  Listen  ! 
Into  that!  Alone — helpless — without  money.  The 
men  who  work  with  you ;  the  men  you  make  friends 
of — -d'you  think  they'll  let  you  be  ?  The  men  in  the 
streets,  staring  at  you,  stopping  you — pudgy  bull- 
necked  brutes ;  devils  with  hard  eyes ;  senile  swine  ; 
and  the  'chivalrous'  men,  like  me,  who  don't  mean 
you  harm  but  can't  help  seeing  you're  made  for  love  ! 
Or  suppose  you  don't  take  covert  but  struggle  on  in 
the  open.  Society !  The  respectable.  The  pious. 
Even  those  who  love  you !  Will  they  let  you  be  ? 
Hue  and  cry  !  The  hunt  was  joined  the  moment  you 
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broke  away  !  it  will  never  let  up  !  Covert  to  covert 
— till  they've  run  you  down  and  you're  back  in  the 
cart,  and  God  pity  you." 

The  Fugitive. 

It  is  decreed  of  mothers  that  their  birth  pangs  shall 
not  cease  until  they  die. 

The  Cotintry  House. 

"  It's  only  when  men  run  in  packs  that  they  lose 
their  sense  of  decency.  Individual  man  is  more  given 
to  generosity  than  manners,  rarely  brutal,  inclines  in 
fact  to  be  a  gentleman.  It's  when  you  add  three  or 
four  more  to  him  that  his  sense  of  decency,  his  sense 
of  personal  responsibility,  his  private  standards,  go  by 
the  board." 

A  Motley. 

It  is  by  muteness  that  a  dog  becomes  for  one  so 
utterly  beyond  value ;  with  him  one  is  at  peace,  where 
words  play  no  torturing  tricks.  When  he  just  sits, 
loving,  and  knows  that  he  is  being  loved,  those  are 
the  moments  that  I  think  are  precious  to  a  dog ;  when 
with  his  adoring  soul  coming  through  his  eyes,  he  feels 
that  you  are  really  thinking  of  him. 

The  Inn  of  Tranquillity. 
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A  passion  for  work  requiring  no  initiative  is  natural 
to  the  owners  of  lazy  minds.  The  Patriciati. 

"The  judgments  of  society  are  always  childish, 
seeing  that  it's  composed  for  the  most  part  of 
individuals  who  have  never  smelt  the  fire." 

The  Island  Pharisees. 

Mean  your  skies, 

And  mean  the  ways  you  tread ; 

The  meanness  of  your  eyes 

Is  never  fully  fed. 

You  that  have  birth 

In  gold  and  grovellings  ! 

You  superfluity 

Of  miserable  earth, 

You  trousered  things 

And  women  without  souls — 

Out  of  the  sunlight 

To  your  holes  ! 

Tittle-Tattle  ("  Moods,  Songs 
and  Doggerels  "). 

"  The  real  happiness  is  fighting — the  rest  is  nothing. 
If  you  have  finished  a  thing,  does  it  ever  satisfy 
you  ?  You  look  forward  to  the  next  thing  at  once ;  to 
wait  is  wretched  !"  Vi//a  Rubein. 
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"  Social  laws  depend  for  their  strength  on  the  harm 
they  have  it  in  their  power  to  inflict,  and  that  harm 
depends  for  its  strength  on  the  ideals  held  by  the  man 
on  whom  the  harm  falls." 

The  Coiintry  House. 

The  pleasures  and  pains  of  the  body,  riches  and 
destitution,  seem  like  twin  sisters  in  the  presence  of 
that  rustling  of  dead  leaves.  The  pale  candles  of  life 
are  flickering,  waiting  to  resign,  and  join  darkness. 

A  Motley. 

Slowly  Fate  prepares  for  each  of  us  the  religion  that 
lies  coiled  in  our  most  secret  nerves;  with  such  we 
cannot  trifle,  we  do  not  even  try  ! 

The  Ififi  of  Tratiquillity. 

Reputation  for  a  simple  woman  means  to  stand  well 
in  the  eyes  of  him  or  her  whom  she  loves  best.  For 
worldly  women — ^and  there  are  so  many  of  these 
besides  the  merely  fashionable — its  value  is  not 
intrinsic,  but  commercial ;  not  a  crown  of  dignity,  but 
just  a  marketable  asset. 

The  Patrician. 

Newmarket  Heath  tends— in  advance  even  of  the 
City  of   London — to   the  nurture   and   improvement 
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of    individualism,    to   that   desirable    "  I'll    see   you 

d d  "  state  of  mind,  which  is  the  proud  objective 

of  every  Englishman,  and  especially  of  every  country 
gentleman. 

The  Country  House. 

"  Man  of  the  World — good  form  your  God  !  Poor 
buttoned-up  philosopher." 

The  Fugitive. 

To  work  in  the  free  air  for  tne  good  of  all  and  the 
hurt  of  none,  without  worry  or  the  breath  of  acrimony 
— surely  no  phase  of  human  life  so  nears  the  life  of 
the  truly  civilised  community. 

The  Inn  of  Tranquillity. 

"  When  there  is  a  desert  between  a  man  and  the 
Sacred  City,  he  doesn't  renounce  his  journey  because 
he  has  to  wash  in  dirty  water  on  the  way." 

The  Patrician. 

The  human  soul  is  lonely  from  birth  to  death,  with 
nothing  to  guide  it  but  the  flickering  glow  from  its 
own  frail  spirit — lighted,  it  knows  not  where. 

The  Dark  Flower. 
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"  Literary  men  are  either  too  conceited,  too  much  in 
earnest,  too  much  after  advertisement,  too  efifeminate, 
or  too  dirty — never  amusing." 

A  Motley. 

"  Fear  !  It's  the  black  godmother  of  all  damnable 
things." 

T/ie  Iiui  of  Tranquillity, 

"  I'm  not  arskin'  for  any  treat.  A  man  wants  to 
sweat  hisself  silly,  and  not  allowed — that's  a  rum 
start,  ain't  it  ?  A  man  wants  to  sweat  'is  soul  out  to 
keep  the  breath  in  him  and  ain't  allowed^ — that's 
justice — that's  freedom  and  all  the  rest  of  it." 

The  Silver  Box. 

"  They  talk  about  justice  in  this  country,  the  same 
for  rich  and  poor ;  that's  all  very  fine,  but  there's  a 
hundred  ways  where  a  man  that's  poor  has  to  suffer 
for  it,  'cause  he  can't  pull  the  lawyers'  tails  and  make 
'em  jump." 

A  Commentary. 

"  There  is  such  a  dreadful  lot  of  unnecessary  sad- 
ness and  suffering  in  the  world.  I  think  it's  really  all 
because  people  won't  make  allowances  for  each 
other." 

The  Country  House. 
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When  one  is  walking  languidly  under  those  trees 
where  a  few  gold  leaves  are  still  hanging,  and  the 
scent  of  brown  drying  leaves  underfoot,  and  the  sweet, 
pungent  scent  of  leaf  bonfires  is  in  the  air,  and  the 
pursuing  rustle  of  one's  dog  padding  amongst  leaf- 
mortality  steals  along  close  behind ;  then  the  beauty, 
and  the  pale,  lingering  sunshine,  and  the  sadness  are 
almost  more  than  one  can  bear.  It  is  all  a  wistful 
incarnation  of  the  ghost  that  will  sometimes  visit  even 
the  sanest  soul,  with  the  words  :  Death  !     And  then  ? 

A  Motley. 

"  The  cause  of  atrocities  is  generally  the  violence  of 
Fear.     Panic's  at  the  back  of  most  crimes  and  follies." 

Tke  Inn  of  Tranquillity. 

Take  an'  dti !     If  one  don't  pay 
Get  yu  roun'  the  t'other  way. 
Kape  yure  lip  as  stiff  as  leather, 
Kape  yure  'eart  so  light's  a  veather  ! 
Never  snivel,  work  or  play  ! 

The  Devon  Sage  ("  Moods,  Songs 
and  Doggerels  "). 
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